36                          CLEMENCEAU
myself.    And I realised that I am not annoyed any
longer with anybody.
MYSELF : H'm!
CLEMENCEAU : Yes, Martet, it's true. I still have
little fits of anger now and then, but they don't really come
from the depths of my soul. There is nothing left in me
essentially but peace and forgetfulness, Briand, Poincare
. . . ReneRenoult1 . . . all those fellows are fading away
into pale shadows. In that way Au Soir de la Pensee has
done me a lot of good. It has forced me to climb and see
other worlds. Looked at from Vega in the Lyra con-
stellation, the greatest of our statesmen do not seem to
deserve so much hate. (To my wife) Do you happen to
need a dog ?
MY WIFE: Thank you, monsieur. I already have
a husband and a daughter.
CLEMENCEAU : Yes, that's a good deal. But I don't
know what to do with my Aberdeen, now that my flat in
the Rue Franklin has been redecorated. These animals
have a magnificent contempt for anything like carpets,
divans, sofas , , .
MYSELF : And the legs of beds. You once gave me
one : and in no time at all he had devoured the two front
legs of our bed. We were compelled to pass him on to a
friend.
CLEMENCEAU : You ought to have waited until he
absorbed the two hind legs : that would have restored your
bed to an even keel.
MYSELF : After Au Soir de la Pensfe what are you going
to do next ?
CLEMENCEAU (with a winfy : I have an idea !
MYSELF : I know what it is. You remember that you
wanted to visit the coast of Asia Minor ?
1 A Senator.   Formerly Minister for Justice.